colonel of a hussar regiment, holding several prizes as a
daring gentleman rider. Our friendship dates back to the
time when he was a first lieutenant. Later, as a captain, he
fought the Russians in World War I. In 1915 he spent
some weeks' leave in Budapest. One night he told me a
reminiscence of his days as a young lieutenant,

He had belonged to a garrison regiment in a small
Hungarian city. Here he made the acquaintance of a
pretty, married woman who immediately caught his
fancy. He became a daily visitor at the house of the
woman and her husband, the owner of a small factory,
who worshipped his wife. After dinner the lieutenant was
in the habit of dropping in for a cup of tea with the couple,
who lived in a villa out of town. They would sip tea, the
wife would play the piano rather wistfully, and the hus-
band incessantly retailed his hunting adventures. He was
one of the best-known and most passionate huntsmen in
that part of the country.

The lieutenant and the wife fell madly in love. The
doting and jealous husband discovered this even before
the other two became aware of it themselves, and resorted
to various sly dodges to prevent the daily encounters. He
struggled desperately by every means to estrange his wife
from the lieutenant. But it was no use, He began to see
the day swiftly approaching when his wife would confess
her new passion and leave him in order to marry the lieu-
tenant.

Before there was time for this, the following occurred.
One evening the lieutenant appeared as usual at the fac-
tory owner's house. He found the couple in the drawing
room, where they generally took tea. The wife was play-
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